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wander about these hot and dirty streets, you seem
to be walking in a city of demons.

Every fifth house appears to be a bar, a whisky-
shop, a lager-beer saloon; every tenth house ap-
pears to be either a brothel or a gaming-house;
very often both in one. In these horrible dens a
man's life is of no more worth than a dog's. Until
a couple of years ago, when a change for the
better began, it was quite usual for honest folks
to be awakened from their sleep by the noise
of exploding guns; and when daylight came
to find that a dead body had been tossed from a
window into the street. No inquiry was ever
made into the cause of death. Decent people
merely said, "Well, there is one sinner less in
Denver, and may his murderer meet his match
to-morrow!"

Thanks to William Gilpin, founder of Colorado,
and governor elect, aided by a Vigilance Com-
mittee ; thanks also to the wholesome dread which
unruly spirits have conceived of the quick eye and
resolute hand of Sheriff Wilson; thanks, more
than all, to the presence of a few American and
English ladies in the streets of Denver, the man-

o

ners of this mining pandemonium have begun to
change.    English women who have been here two
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